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seemed, and partly hewn from the rock, and around a
corner the sound of rushing water—a sound which we
had heard as a murmur in the upper temple, but had sup-
posed to come from some near-by stream flowing down
the mountainside, We could not see the whole of the
cavern, or guess how far it extended. Its floor at the
foot of the steps was covered with water, which I guessed
from the slope to be not more than ankle-deep. But the
priest made it an excuse to deter us from going farther,
declaring that there was no use getting our feet wet, since
there was nothing more to see. I peered about by the
light of the torch to see whether I could observe any in*
scriptions on the wall, any signs of an altar, niches, or
other indications that the place was used for ritual pur-
poses—and though the light was flickering and bad, I was
pretty surely convinced that there was nothing of the
kind within our range of vision. It was a place admirably
suited to the weird and dreadful rites which Arab Mos-
lems assured me were conducted there in the worship of
Satan—including, they insisted, human sacrifice—but I
must admit that there was nothing to offer the slightest
intimation that it was currently used for such purpose.
Except for stimulating the imagination and making one
wonder what secret scenes, in recent or earlier times, that
mysterious cavern of Satan had witnessed, our partial
penetration of it was interesting chiefly as establishing
the fact that the whole temple edifice was constructed
over subterranean caverns and streams and springs, some
of the water of which was led into the pools we had seen
in the temple and courtyard above. I learned later that
the Yezidees believed these waters flowed by a subter-
ranean river across all Arabia, iindemeath the desert^

